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Bebh Brownley laughed a horrible
ringing langh as he utiered ihege aw-
ful words. Then he beat his hand
down on my shoulders as he said in a
hoaree volee, “Jim, but for you 1
should have had crimps In that fackal

philanthropist’'s soul by now and in
the souls of his kind. Fut never
mind, He will keep; he will surely
keep fintil 1 get 1o him:  Every dny

he lves he will be fliter for the crimps
ing. Within the ghorl two vears since
he finished grilling Judge Sands’ soni,
he has put bimself in batter form (o
appreaciate his reward. | see By the
press that at last his aristoeratic wife
har gold-enred Newport of its habit
of dating back (he name Relnbkart 1o
ber senllionhood, and it has taken her
into the high-instep cirele. | read tha
other day of his danghter's mnrriage
fo some English nab, and of the dis
eavery of the ancient Relnhart family
wree and crest with the mailed hand
anfd two-edged dick and ithe volture
rampant, and the motto, ‘'Who sirikes
i1t the back strikes often

He left me with his langh still ring-
Ing in my_ears. 1 shoddered
passetd ander the old black-andgold
sign my uwnele and my father had ol
ed over the oMee entrance In an age

Ak

now dead, an age whey Wall street
men inlked of honor and gold, not
gold and more gold

In lelling my wife of the dav's hap-
penings I could not refrain from gl
ing vent 1o the feelings that consume
ed mo, Kate, Hob will surely e

something awful one Of thege

duve

Il ean see no hope for him He growns
more and more the madman as he
breods over his  horreible shtnation. |
The whole thing seems incredible o]
yme Never wius a houman being in|
such perpetnal living PIrEAIOry=—un. |
Hmited., absolute power on the llrll]i
hand, unfathomable, tever-cooldown

hell on the other™ |

“Jim, how dues he do what he does?
I eannot muake ont anvihing | have
read or you have told me, how he |
creales those panles and makes all
that money.” !

“No one has ever heen abld 1o g |
ure it ont,” 1 answoroed ‘1 under

stand the stock hhginesg,
not for the life of me see how he dops
ft. He has none of the money pot
ers in league with him, that's sure, |
for In the mood he has been in dur |
ing the pagt two years It would Iw lm
posseible for him to work with them
even If hisn salvation depended on it
The mention of any of the bhig ‘Sva
tem’ men drivia him fo a fury., 1o
hus today made more money (han
Any one man ever made in o day =i, o0
the world began, and he had only com
menced his work when he guit in
please me. As | stand in (he Exchange
and watch him do (1, It seems com: |
monplare and simple. Afterward It in
bevonidl my comprehensipn, At thae

gall he !z going, the Rockefeller, Vine I.

derbilt, saad Gould fortunes combined
will look tiny In comparison with the
one he will have In a few vears. It
is bevond my power of figuring out,
and it gives me a headache every time
1 try to sea through it.”
CHAPTER VIII.

A number of times during (he fol-
Yowing year, and finally on the anni-
versary of the Sands tragedy, Hob
carried the Exchange io the verge of

panle, only to turn the market and
gave “the Street” in the end. Iis
profits were fabulous. Already his

fortune was estimated (o between two
and throe hundred millions, one of
the largest i» the world. 1H#® name
had become one of terror wherever
gtocke were dealt In, Wall street had |
come to regard hig every deal, from
the momeni that he began operations,
ax inevitably succeessiul Now and
again be would jump into the market
when some of the plunging clignes
had a bear rald under wav, and wohid |
put them fo rout by buving every-|
thing in sight and bidding up prices’
untl] it looked as though he intended
to do as extraordinary work on the,
up-side as he was wont to do on the
down. At such times he was the ldo) |
of the Exchange, which worships the
man who puts prices up as {1 hates
him who pulls them down. Onece when |
war news flashed over the wires from
Washington and rumor had the cab-|
inet membera, senators, and congress
men selling the market short on ad
yance information, when the “Stand-

y | ard ON" bhanks had put up mones
. yales to 160 per cent and a crash
 pekmed Inevitable, Ioh  auddenly

| the logsn market by offering
A one hundred milllons at fony
#r eent; and by buying and bldding
P At the same time, he put
e . Washington crowd and Iis
W% York accomplicos fo disastrons
v L_.é‘,;_'- used them to lose milllons.
@ continued nie operations with o
. “violence and Increasing prof-
{ fourth anniversary of the
) the intérvening anniver-
id been compelled by self-
bnd fesr that he would really
e entirg Wall strest shine-
In and falrly drag him
th bin

owing madness
tgj: . Bach rald
t-ﬁm feulty that, |

'”:

bt 1 eun |

into something more torrible than any
previons, he savagely refused to ae-
cede to my appeal, telllng me that he
Jrould not stop, even If Randolph &
Randolph were doomed (o go down in
the craszh. It had become known on
the Mooy that | wasg the only one who
could do anything with him In his
frenzies, and my pleading with him In
the lobhy was watched by the mem

bers of the Kxchange with tMple eved |

guspense.  When it was clear from his
emphatle gestures and rataed volea—

for he

wus in n reckless mood from |

drink and mudness and took no ||ainn|

to  disgulse  his  intentions—that 1
could not prevall nson him, there wan
a frantle rugh for the poles to throw
over sitocks in advanes of him. Sud
denly, after T had turned from him
In despair, there finshed into my mind
an idea. The =ltnatlon was desperale,
I wak denlhmg with a8 madman, and |

decided that T was Jnstifed in making

Mits last tey, 1 rushed back to him,
“Bob, good-hye” | whispered in bis
ear. good-hye In ten minntes vou

will get word (hat Jim Randolph has
cut hig throat!™ He stopped aa thongh
I had phimged & knife into him, siroek
hix forehead a resounding blow, and
into his wild hrown eyes came a slok
ening look of fear. 4

! Bires,

TH

possible with (he Mving

venge her and her father,
vouraell.'

up, Jim,

Beulah Sands before m&‘vm'n |
and that devil machinety whirliag In ' tell yon

my brain all the timé the song, ‘Re- | In my secret dells th

A

rovenge

It Is impossible to give jt
I must have revenge,

stop this machinery that is amashing

| up more American hearis and sonls

ench year than all the rest of sarth’s

grinders combined.

Every day I de

lay 1 become more Rendish In my de.

that | tnrned
fiend.
In the mirror, T shudder.

think=of what 1 was when yot

have literally

Jiny; don't think 1 do not know |

Into a

Whenaver of lale 1 see myself

When 1
ir father

gtood us up in his oMee and started

s in this heart-sheivelling,

soul-cal

longing bukiness, and what I am now,
I cannot*keep the madness down ex.

know
this,

cept with rum.  You
means for me to say

what it

)
me. who

gtarted with all the pride of s*Brown-
ley: but it is so, Jim, The other night

I wont home with iy soul fro
thonghts of the past and

zen with

with my

hraln ablage with rum, intending to

end It all,
woke Beulsh, but as [ said,

going 1o kil Benlah and hims

I gol out my revalver, and

‘Bob 18
olf,’ she

Inughed that sweet child's langh and

hands sald,
with Benlph,' &

clapping her
goot to play
I thought of
the other
Ing left to continne thelr wor
dered and 1 could not do it

have revenge: 1 mugl sma
heart-crushing  machinery.
can go, and 1ake

Now, Jim, et us have il clearl
atood onee and for 4l
Remorse and aoftness wer
he wag the Indian again. T a
to wreck that
and that some day
time | start in
don’t misnnderstand me.
stopped me. [ don't know
you meant what you threat

will be 1

fiends of the '‘Svatem’

‘Bob I8 so

nd then

that devil Reinhari and

he-
k unhin-
I musit
gh that
Then I

Beulah with me.

¥ nnder-

e past;
m going

hell-annex some day,

he next

Don't argue with me,
To-day yom

whether
ened; I

*In Ten Minutes You Wi!l Get Word That

LW

Jim Randelph Has Cut Hie
Throat,"

“Stop, Jim, for God's sake, don't @on’'l care pow. It is just as well that
say that tn me. My cup is full now, | 1 stopped. for the ‘S¥stem’s’ machine
Don't tell me | am to have that erime | Wil be there whenever 1 start In
on my soul” He thought a moment. | a8ain. 1t Joses nothing of its fiend.
“1 don't know whether you mean [f,  ishness, none of its destructive powers

Jim, but 1 cgn take no chances, not
for all the money in the world, nom
even for revenge, Walt here, Jim."”

He yelled for his brokers, and several
rushed te him from different paris of
He aent them bhack into
while he dashed for the

the room

the crowd

Amalgamaied.pole, The day
gaved
Presently he came back to me,

“Hm, 1 must have a talk with yeou.
Come over (o my oMee”

hy

grindipg, but on the conirary, a8

vou hnow, it increases (s speed evéry

day 11 runs,
wianl to tell yon that
vours and the house’s affairs
shape thar vou won't be hurt
go into that human vat-pit

Now, Jim Randolph, I
yon must get

in sugh
when |
he next

was | time. for when 1 come from it the

| New York Biock Exchange and the
‘Syalem’ will have had their splnes

gol there he turned the keyv and stood I

In fromt of me, His greal eyves looked

full into mine, In college days, gar- |
ihg into their hrown depths, by some
magie | seemed Lo see the heroes and

herolnes of alwaye happy-ending tales.

as Lhe child sees enchanied creatures |

for back in the burning Yule log
flames. Rut there were no jovous be.
ings in the haunied depths of Hob's
eyes (hat day.

“Jm, you gave me an Awful scare,”
ha anid brokenly., "“Don’t ever do It
ugaln I have litile left to Hes for
To be sure | have some fosling for

mother, Fred, and sisters, But for you !

I have a love geeond only to that 1|
vhobld have felt for Beulph Bad beey

Allowed to have her. The thopght,
dim, that | had wrecked your fife,
with all you have 1o live for, wonld
have been the last siraw, My lfos is
purgatory., Beulah {8 only sn ever:
present. cirse to me—a  ghost (hat
revds my heart and soul, one minute
wiith a hlind freazy 1o revenge her
wrongs, the next with an oy remorse
that I have not wlready dope fo. If
I did not have her, perhaps lo tlime
L could forget: parhaps | might lay
ol wome schame to halp poor devils
:hu orty - maken lilo__,u"_:;uur-
ahid, N with 1the mililons 1 by

When we hearts oul, (oo

Yes, and I'll
Neither will

nnjointed

have thelr

ever be

able 1o take from the American people
their savings and their manhood and

womanhood and give them
change nunadulterated torment
going to be fair with vou, Ji
Is the last time | will digeuss
Ject.,  After this you must ta
change with the rept

in. ex-
. T am
m; this
the sub-
ke your

of those who

have to do with the curged business.

When 1 stirike again,
gpared,

none

will be

I will wreck ‘the Strest,’ and

the fnnocent will go down with the

guilty, il they

hand st that time

have any stocks on

“My power, Jim, i unlimited; noth-

Ing cun atny I,
explain any farther,
me work.

ways kpown that the ‘Hyst
powerfitl 1than the govern
ptrlmnnll than ure the court
tiren, congress, and the
the Unltad Blaies combl
alwolitely controls the foumd
whieh ' they fesi—the monbs
natlon. Bl my power Is

thousand, ves, a million tlmge

thah i8biry, i, they Ay
mqlll re money ik
the world,

fbat 1 ba

I am not going to
You have sean
You must know that my
power s greater than the ‘System's,
apd you and | and ‘the Streat’ have al

in more
t, moré
Jeginlas

psident of

that it
tion on
of the
ator, a
grea

TAN
QN

|

L]

opan whirls, (he ol hey have had
an dpportitity to keep tab on. Bit |
hat 1 have even mors
: an the amount
. they have seen mé take. 1 have had

deal, every aleal the ‘Byatem’' has
rigged up. The world has been throw-
ing up {in hands In horror because
Carnegle, the blacksmith of Plttsburg,
pulled off three hundred milllons of
swag In the Bteel hold-up—yes, swag,
Jim. Don’t scowl an thongh you want:
ed to read me a lectiire on the coarse-
ness of my Ianguage. I have learned
to call this game of ours by Its right
game. It §s not bnsiness enterprise
with earned profits as results, but
pilled-off tricks with bags of loot—
black-jack swag—for their end.

“1 got away with three hundred mil
Hong when Steel slumped from 1056 to
B0 and from 60 to 8, and no oue knew
I'd made a dollar, You and ‘the
Street' read every morning last year
the ‘guesses’ as to who could be
rounding up bhundreds of millions on
the slumip. The papers and the mar
ket letters, one morning said it was
Standard Oil; the nex!, that it was
Morgan: then It was Frick, Schwah,
Gates, and =0 on down through the
list, Of course, none of them denied;
it s capital to all these knights of the
rond to be making millions in the
minds of the world, even though they
never get any of the money. Dick
Turpin and Jonathan Wild never
were fonder of having the daring
hold-ups that other highwaymen per-
petrated lald to thelr ‘doors, than are
these modern handits of being credit-
ed with ruthless deeds, that they did
not commil. But Jim, ‘twas I who
sold Pennsyivanie every morning for
a year, while the gelling was explaln-
od by the prese as 'Cassatt cutting
down Gonld's telégrdph poles. Gould
und old man Rockefeller selling Penn-
syivania to get even' .Jim Randolph,
| have to.day a billlon dollars, not the
Rotkefellar or Carnegle kind, but a
real billlon. It I had no other power
hut the power to ecall to-morrow for
that billion in cash, It would be sufl-
cient to lay In wasle the financial
world hefore to-morrow night. Yon
are welcome, Jim, to any part of that
billion, and the more you take the
happier von will make me, but when
[ atrike In again, don’t altenipt to stay
me, for it will do no good.”

Shortly after this talk Bob left for
Europe with Heulah. A great Ger-
man expart on bhrain dizorders had
held out hope that & six month's treat-
ment at hig sanitarlum in  Berlin
might ald In restoring her mind, They
returned the following August. The
trip had been fruitless. It was plain
to me that Bob was the same hope-
lessly demperate man as when he left,
more hopeless, more desperate {f any-
thing than when he warned me of his
determination.

When he left for FEurops 'the
Sirenst” breathed more freely, and an
time went by and thers was no sign
of his confidence:disturblog influence
in the market, the “System” began
to bring out Its defetrad deals. Times
were ripe for selting up the most
wildly inflated stock lamb-shearing
traps. It had been advertised through-
out the world that Tom Reinhart, now
a two-hundred-time millionaire, was to
consolidate his and many other enter-
prises into one gigantle trust with
twelve hilllons of capital. Hig Unlon

and Southern Pacifle rallroads, his
Southern lines, together with his
steamship company and lead, Iron,

and copper mines, were {o be merged
with the steel, traction, gas, and other
enterprises he owned jointly with
“Standard 011." Some of the railroads
owned by Rookefeller and his pals, in
which Reinhart had no part, wers to
go in too,.dnd with th was to nnite
that mother hog of them all, “Stand-
ard OIl" itself. The trust was to he
an epormous company, the llke of
{ which had until then mnot. even heen
dreamed of by the most daring stock
manipulators. The “System’'s” hanks,
as well an frust and Insurapce oom-
panies throughont the country, had
for a long time heen getling Into
shape by concentrating the money of
the country for this monster trust.
It was newspaper and news bureau
¥ossip that Reinhart and his crowd
had bought milllons of shares of the
different stocks involved in the deal,
and It was common knowledge that
upon Its successful completion Rein-
hart’s fortuné wounld be In the nelgh-
borhood of A billidu,  On Dctober 1st
the certificate of the Antil-People’s
Trust, $12,000,000,000 capital, 120,000,
000 shares, wera listed upon the New
York, London, and Boston Stock Ex-
changes, and the German and French
Bourses, and trading in them started
off fast and furfous at 106. The olaim
that one billion of the twelve billions
caplial had heen set aside to be used
yin protecting and manlpulating the
stock In the markel, had been se v ®le
ly advertised that even the most dar-
ing plunger did not think of selling It
‘m- !

Jt was evident to all In the stock-
gambling world that this was 1o be
the ''Bystem's” grand coup, that st
ith completion (he mAssés would be
mr awakened lo a realization (hat

Bavings were Investéd in the

oombined American industries at vast-
b 1ofated values, that the few nad
‘5 réal monoy, ABd (hat any at-
4 .::tlf'lie peoplé's to regu-
6 and contrel the, system of
with un-

ry, would he
Heled disas

my agents with my onpital in every |

had

i o T ki v
t
" o i 1 %mnm
éfn, ahd éach thought deepened

K

tore
the black mist over my present men:
tal vision. In the midst of my re-

“Mr. Randolph, for Heaven's suke
have you done nothing vet? It wak
Fréd Brownley's volee. “Things are
frightful here. Bob's brokers are aell
ing mtocks at five and ten thounsand:
lot clips. Barry Conant s leading
Reinhart's forces. 1t is said he has
the pool's protection order In Antl
People's and that It Is unlimited, but
Bob has the Relnhart crowd premy
badly seared. Swan has just finlshed
giving Conant a hundred thousand off
the reel In 10,000 lots, and he told
me a moment ago he was going lo
gel Bob himeelf (o face Barry Conant.
They're down 20 points on the aver
afge, although they haven't let Antl
People’s break an eighth yet. They
have it pegged at 106, but there i= an
ugly rumor just in that Bob, under
cover of a general altack, Is unloading
AnU-People's on (o the Relnhart wing

for Rogers and Hockefeller, and the
rumor s getting in lis work., KEven
Barry Conant Ils growing a bit anx.
fous. The lates! talk Is that Reinhart
is borrowing hundreds of millions on
Antl-People's, and that his loans are
belng called In all directions. Db yon
know Reinhart is at his place In Vir-
ginla and cannot get here before to-
morrow night? 1If Hob breaks throngh
Antl-People's peg, 1t will hp the worst
cragh yer”

“All right, Fred,” T answered,
will go over to Bob's right now, 1
hate to do i, but there is no othor
hape.”

1 dropped the recelver and started
for Bob's office. Asx 1 went through
hin counting-room one of the clerks
sald, "“They have just brokem Anti
People's to 80 on a bulletin that Tom
Relnhart’'s wife and only daughtor
have been killed in an automobile ac
cldent at thelr place in Virginid, They
first had It that Reinhart himself was
killed. That has been cortected, al
though the lates! word Is that he fs
prostrated.”

1 rapped on
door.
heard his hoarse bellow, “Come In.”
He stood at the ticker, with the tape
in one hand, while with the other he
held the telephone receiver to his ear.
My God, what a plcture for a stage!
His magnificent form was erect, his
feet were ag firmiy plunted as If he
wora made of bronze, his shoulders
thrown back as i he were withstand:
ing the rush of the Btock Exchange
hordes, his eyes aflre with a sullen,
smouldering blaze, his jaw was sel in
a way that brought Into tervible ralief
the new, hard lines of desperation
that had recently come Into hig face.
His great chest was rising and falling
as thoukh he were engaged in a physl-
cal struggle: his perfect-Niting, heavy
blzck Melton cutaway cont, thrown
back from the chest, and a low,
turn-down while collar formed the
setting for a throat and head that ra-
minded one of a foresl monarch at
bay on the mountidin crag awailing
the coming of the hounds and hunters,

1 hesitated at the threshold to cateh
my breath, as 1 took in the terrific
figure. Had Bob Brownley been an
enemy of mine I should have hacked
out in fear, and I do not confess to
foore than my fair share of cowardice,

wardly I thanked God that Bob was
A his ofce Instéad of on the floor of
the Hxchange. His whole nppearance
wan [rightful. He showed In every
line and lineament that he was a man
¥ho would hesitate al nothing, evem
it killing, If he shauld find & human

RBob's  private.oMee

T

i i

flactlons my telephohe rang again. -

“No, You Don't Jim Randoiph, No; You Don't"

I telt the coming struggle as 1]

; “m

“the vears
had never spoken (o, mb
~Rkind_nnd loving rega
"him, stunned. 1 m
[ how hurt 1 was. But it h 2
gave ' no sign. His eyes, lookin
atraight nto mine, changed no mote
than If he had been rossing his

deadliest ansmy, . _
Again his volee rang out, “"What
brings you here? Do you come to
plead again for that dastard Reinhart

after the warning 1 gave you?" !
.~ 1 clenchoed both hands until I felt
{he nalls cut the flesh of my palms. 1
| loyed Hob Brownley. 1 would have
done ar¥ihing to make him hsppy,
wounld willingly have sacrificed my
own life to protect his from himself
' ar others, but this madman, this wild
briute, was no more Hob Brownley as
I had kpown him than the howling
northeast gale of December Is ths
| gontlo, welcome zephyr of August;
| and 1 fell a resentment at hix brutal
apeech that 1 conld hardly suppress.
With a mighty effort 1 crushed It
back, (rying to think of nothing but
bis awfo] miséty and the Bob of our

college daya.

1 s8id 18 & firm volce, “Bob, In this

7%

the way to talk to me in your owh of-
fice?™ At any time hefore, my words
'anrl tone would have tonched his all-
| Benerous southern chivalry, but now
he said harshly—"To hell with sentl
ment, What—" He did not take his
eyes from mine, but they told me that
he was listening Lo a volee In the re
celver. Only for a second: then he
let loose a wild laugh, which must
have penetrated to the outer oMee.

“Kighty and coming llke & spring
freshel,™ he sald into the mouthplece,
“and the hoys want to know If 1 won't
let nup now thaf Relnhart Is down? Go
back and amother them with all they
will take down to 60. That's my an-
swer, Tell them if Reinhart had ten
more wives and daughters and they
were all killed, 1'"d rend his damned
trugt to help him aunll his sorrow, Give
! the word at every pole that T will
bave Relnhart where he will curse
his luek that he was not In (he anlo
maobile with the rest of his iribe—

“To hell with sentiment!” He was
speaking 1o me again. “What do you
t want? If you are hers to bheg for
; Relnhart and his pack of vellow curs,

you've got your arswer. [ wouldn't
let up on that fiendish hyvena, not If
hig wife and daughter and all the
dead wives, and daughtors of evary
‘System’ man cawe back In  thelr
grave clothes and hegred. 1 wouldn't
let up a sharve.” 1 gasved In horror.

“When dld #hese robbers of men
nd despollers of women and children
ever let up hecause of death? When
were they ever known to wall even
till the corpse stiffened to pluck out
the hearts of the vietims? It Is my
furn now, and if I let up & halr may 1,
yos, and DReulah, too, bhe damned,
eternally damned.”

I conld not stand it. 1f T stayed, 1,
too, should become mad. 1 reached
for the doorknob, but befors 1T could
swing the door open Mob was upon
me like a woll, He grasped mp hy
the shoulders and with the strength
of 2 madman hurled me half scross
the room. | sank into & ehair.

“No, vou ddn’t, Jim Randolph, no,
you don’t. You cama here for some.

me what It 1! You know me;: you
are the only human heing who doaes,
You know what 1 was, you see what

[ ani. Yon know what they did to
ma to make me what } am. You
know, Jim Randolph, you know
whother I 'dsserved It.  You know

whether in all my lifa up”to the day
those : naiéd hounds tors my
sonl, 1 had done any men, woman, op
child a wrong. You know whether I
had, and now you are golng (o sueak
‘0ff and leave me as though | were &
our dog of ﬂ';o"dll't:'lnhnrt-'standnd ol

SLa% 2 _
 He :ﬁ.."?“'"_ over me, &

A magnificent \
words at me; 1 wab AN

thing and, by heaven, you ‘will tell |

I lnoked a!
his face. No heartbroken
conld have been nadder. He
r.'“d his h“‘n '—b“ )
grasped the tickerstand igr support.

“Don’t, Jim, don't—don’t ask mé té
forgive yon. Oh, Jim, Jim, my oM
friend, forglve mé for thy madhesd:
forget what 1 sald to yon, forget the
brute yol just skw and thinlk of me a8
of old, when I would have plucked
ont my tongue It T had caught It say-
ing o harsh word to the best and
trnest friend man evar had. Jim, for
gat It all. | was mad, | am mad, 1
hitve been mad for a long time, but it
cannot Jast mueh longer. | kmow it
can't, and, Jim, by all our past love,
by the memories of the dear old days
at 8t. Pauwl's and at Harvand, the
dear old days of hope and happiness,
when we planned for the future, try
to think of me only as yon knew me
{hen, as you know that 1 should now
he. but for-the ‘System's’ curse.”

The clerks were pounding on (he
door;: through the glass showed many
forme. They had been gathgring for
minutes while Bob talked in hix low,
sad tone, a tone that no one could be-
lleve came from the same mouth that
a few momenis before had poured
forth a flood of brutal heartiessness,

Bob wenl to the door. The office
was In an uproar. Twenty or 30 of
Bob's brokers werd therd, aghast st
not getting & reply to their " calld,
Many were pouring Im through t
nnter office. Bob looked at them eold:
ly. “Well, what is the trouble?
it possible we are dowp to &
where the stock exch .
over to & man's office
happenz to break dowa?" e

They saw his bluff. Yen chnnof.
celye slock exchange men, at |
not tha kind that Bah: Wﬁ
ploved on panic days, ‘but Kis eoel-
ness reassured them, and When théy
saw me (I was oddéon tHEt tHey
giessed to a man why Bob, had Ig-
nored his wires-—guessed that 1 Had

heen pleading for the life of “the
3

street."
“Well, wheréa do you ktand?*
Frank Swan answersd for (R
orowd: “The panie Is in full swing.
ghe's a cellartoridge-pols  rippér.
They're down 40 or over o an at
Crage.

broken dam. Harry Conanl's houss
and a dozen other of ReinMart's have
gone under. His banks and trust

companied are going every minnte. -

ThHe whole street will be overboard
nefore the closs, The governing céh-
mittes has just exlled A meeting to  poe

whathar it will not be best to adjourn .
the exchange over to-day aa#l to-mor- -

raw."

master at the wheel
celving reporiy from his mates.

There was no trace now: of  the
seane he had just heen through. He
was cold, masterful, like the ssasoned
sen-dog who knows that (n' spite of
the ocean's rage and the wind's how],
fhe wheel will anawer his hand and
the eraft its ruddér. ‘“Jim, conig ye
fo the sxchange." The crowd 18
lowed along. “Wa have but a mhaste
and T want to have you say yéit for-
give me,” he sald to me. “T kubw,
fim. you understand Tt all but'T shist
tall you how sorrowful I mm that in
my madness T shonld have mo folgol-
ten my admiration, respect, and lave
for you, yes, and my gratitude to yon,
as to say what'T did. T'll do the only
thing T can to atone. 1 will stop this
panic and undo as much as passifle
of my work; and now that I hay
wreacked Relnhart | am through with
this game forever, yes, threugh for-
.".-r.ll

(TO __BE_OONTIHUBD W)

Good Influence.
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Anti-People’s 18 down ‘1o 8§,
and still coming like sawdust over'a *

Rob Nstened as If he Wad been 8 .
In'n gale, re-

ve
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